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Introduction

 

I often use the introduction as a confession of sorts, and I confess that I had no idea which way The Bad Eggs was going to go. I just started with a bit of graffiti and let the story unfold. I still can’t decide if it is a lighthearted story, or rather intense. Probably a little intense, just like Petra. 

 

The settlement of Taateraaq does not exist. Like all my stories set in Greenland, The Bad Eggs is fiction, albeit heavily influenced by events experienced and observed on a daily basis during the seven years I lived there. I was also inspired by Jack London’s wonderful short story, A Flutter In Eggs. It is in the public domain and can be read for free online, and I have posted it on my website.

 

I’ll leave it there and let you get into the story. And whether you are joining Petra for the first time, or if you are a repeat offender, and have read all twenty-seven, now twenty-eight stories in this series, I just want to say qujanaq. Thank you. 

 

Chris

July 2024

Denmark
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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland Missing Persons series

 

aap – yes

amarok – wolf

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

aqisseq – ptarmigan

arfivik – Bowhead Whale

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

imaqa – maybe

inuk – human

inussuk – cairn (see Canadian Inuit inuksuk/inukshuk)

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

naamik – no

napparsimmavik – hospital

qajaq – kayak

qipoqqaq – Humpback Whale

qujanaq – thank you

terianniaq – Arctic fox

taateraaq – Black-legged kittiwake

tikaagullik – Common Minke Whale

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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1

 

I was stranded. Again. It happens a lot in Greenland, but it was the first time I was stranded in Taateraaq, roughly five hours by boat from Nuuk. It was my weekend off – my first in a very long time. I had a dancing date with Atii, the Sunday brunch at Katuaq I had been saving up for, and then Sunday night on the couch with cheap red wine, potato chips, and another episode of Friends.

But no.

I was in Taateraaq.

The small settlement was blanketed with thick fog. And, even if the fog thinned and the helicopter pilot had rested long enough to make the flight back to Nuuk, there was the tiny problem of flapper valves and a boost pump light on the caution panel. I understood enough to realise there was a problem, that it would take time, and that me and the six passengers hoping to fly back to the city, would have to wait for the mechanic and the parts to arrive from Nuuk. The fog played its part, of course, and in the month of May, with huge fluctuations in temperature – not unlike the pilot’s humour – I had learned not to get excited when the fog become patchy as those same patches could be filled just as quickly.

Neither was I prepared for such a short trip beyond the city limits. I usually carry a toothbrush, sanitary pads, and a phone charger in my jacket pocket at the very least, but Taateraaq was only seventy-five kilometres away, to the north. And I would only be away for the afternoon and back in Nuuk in time for a light dinner before Atii came over with a selection of dresses – all of them short and black – and we got ready to go dancing.

The passengers for the flight back to Nuuk drifted away from the helicopter, leaving the pilot to rage at this and curse at that, and I drifted with them, thinking it would be smart to visit the shop before it closed, and see if they had a toothbrush I could buy. If I was lucky, I could find the local midwife and stake my claim on the foldup sofa bed I knew they had in the midwife’s station and settle in for a foggy night in Taateraaq. I wasn’t sure where the pilot – an older Swede whose name I had yet to catch – would sleep, but neither was that my problem.

Harsh?

Yes, absolutely.

But getting stranded was part of the game when travelling in Greenland. There are no hard and fast rules, but it helps to have a strategy and to know a couple of moves – however underhand – to make the most of it. I wasn’t quite ready to cook hotdogs in a kettle, as one colleague was forced to do during an enforced stay of nine days in a settlement on the east coast. But food was on my list of things on my stranded to do list.

Of course, finding food wasn’t a given, and as I walked along a dusty path between patches of tough Arctic grasses, I spotted the line outside the store and got the sense that all was not well. Sergeant Jowls – my name for my supervisor, Duneq, back in Nuuk – had sent me to Taateraaq to follow up on a spate of vandalism. Unfortunately, Sakkak Nujagpik and Viini Pilok – Sakkak’s girlfriend, the two teens who were thought to have spray-painted several rocks and the side of an unfortunate resident’s house – simple, but graphic – had gone fishing, leaving me to kick my heels while the pilot kicked the helicopter. But something was going on in the store, and it didn’t take a bored police constable long to get a tingle of anticipation running through her body at the thought of doing something while stranded in Taateraaq.

Depending upon the amount of Danish spoken by the frustrated customers crowding the entrance to the store, I would need some help with translation. Which is when a local man, perhaps a year or so younger than me, built like Sergeant Gaba Alatak from the police Special Response Unit, but with long, thick black hair and a cheeky grin, squeezed through the customers blocking the store entrance, stumbled onto the ground and caught my eye when he recovered.

I might have rushed to help him.

It felt like the right thing to do.

The kind of thing a police officer would do, regardless of the age or looks of the person in need.

Control yourself, P.

I could clearly hear Constable Atii Napa’s voice in my head and imagined her rolling her eyes as I went out of my way to help the stumbling shopper recover his balance. But it was easy enough to ignore her, as she was comfortable in Nuuk, and it was me who was stranded in Taateraaq with no toothbrush and a grumpy old Swede for company.

“Petra,” I said, slipping my hand into the young man’s once he was back on his feet, and feeling another tingle – more anticipation – as he pressed my hand in a gentle squeeze of thanks.

“Thori Kilimi,” he said, before letting go of my hand to brush the dust from the knees of his jeans. 

“You live here?”

“Aap,” he said. He nodded, and I caught my breath as I liked the way his hair flicked to one side of his brow as he turned his head. “My grandfather lives here. I’m visiting.” Thori shrugged and said, “Staying for a little while. Imaqa.”

“And he’s all right?” I said. “Your grandfather?”

“Aap.” Thori nodded a second time, and I felt another tingle as his hair moved again. “He’s just old. Ata has diabetes.”

You’re embarrassing yourself, P.

Maybe Atii was right, but apart from the frustrated crowd filling the tiny store, there was nothing, nothing else happening in Taateraaq. And besides, I was just doing my duty, a bit of public relations, showing the gentler side of policing in Greenland. 

But a shout from inside the store reminded me that the first tingle I had felt had more to do with the small situation developing rather than the way Thori’s hair bounced when he shook his head.

Control…

Right.

“And what’s going on in there?” I said, pointing at the store.

Thori took a breath and then blew out his cheeks, shaking his head as he did so. “I’m not sure,” he said. “But there’s a few kids getting confirmed next weekend, and everyone wants to bake cakes for the kaffemiks. Perraq Hansen, the storekeeper…”

“Yes?” I said.

“He promised there would be eggs.” Thori gestured at the helicopter and said, “I think you brought them with you. But there’s no eggs, and there’s no Perraq,” he said.

“He’s not in the store?”

“Naamik,” Thori said. “No one knows where he is.”

It seemed strange, and I wondered just how much I had missed when interviewing the unfortunate owner of the house with the large phallus painted on the side of it. Sometime between taking the old man’s statement and photographing the graffiti…
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